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Gone Too Soon 


Author's Notes: 
| had the idea for this fic last night and decided to write it. Hope ya enjoy reading it! 


| wake up to the sound of tires screeching. My first thought: what the hell is going on?! 

Then the impact of another car hitting the one I'm in ignites my second thought: I'm going to die. 

The car rolls, I'm slammed around more times than | could count. It feels like being in a dryer, the endless 
spinning in the same roundabout motion. After what seems like an eternity, the car comes to a stop. I'm 
hanging upside down, the seat belt still strapped to me. | hear voices calling my name. | hear sirens getting 
closer. But for some reason | can't speak, can't move. | can hear, | can see, but | can't move or speak. Is there 
something wrong with me? 


"Jon! Jon are you alright?!" 


| recognize that voice. It's David's. 


"| see him! He's alive!" 


Tico's voice emerges from the commotion and | see bright lights flashing in front of my face. | close my eyes, 


the brightness is too much. 
"Jon we're gonna get ya out, just stay calm!" 


| am calm. Surprisingly calm considering what just happened. | wait for the strong hands of the paramedics to 
unbuckle me from the seatbelt, easing me out slowly from the vehicle. Tico and David rush to my side, helping 
the paramedic bring me to the stretcher that was set up by the ambulance. But | don't want to go, there's 


something wrong. 


"Jon what is it?!" David asks me, trying to pull me over to the stretcher. | still refuse. | suck in air and open 


my mouth to let out a scream. Then | finally speak 
"Richie! Richie! He's still in the car!" 


David's face turns to pure horror. | don't even bother to look at Tico's. | rip myself from David's grasp and 
begin to run towards the battered car. Richie, my loved one, Richie, my soul. He's still alive, he has to be. | 
can't lose him like this. I'm almost to the car, just a little farther. But now I'm being pulled back again, this time 
by a police officer. 


"You can't be over there, get back!" He shouts at me, continuing to pull me away from the car, away from 


Richie. 


"No! | have to see! Stop!" | scream, uncontrollable tears stream steadily down my face as | thrash blindly. It's 


no use, | can't break free. 


| see more paramedics swarming the car, reaching underneath it in unison. A body is pulled out but | hardly 
recognize it. The face, blood covering so many places. Clothes torn, leaving bloody gashes into the skin that 
wasn't protected. | didn't want to look but yet my eyes couldn't tear away from the scene that was playing 
around me. | felt numb everywhere, my heart beating at uneven pulses. My voice finds me again and | scream 
for the millionth time. Finding my innermost strength, | pull away from the officer and hurtle myself over to 
where the body lay around the paramedics. | run as if my life depends on it, as if a clock is ticking down my 


last seconds. | push past one of the paramedics blocking my way and continue running. 
He can't be dead, he can't be dead. 


| reach my destination and push aside one of the paramedics surrounding the body. Even in the mist of all the 
chaos, it feels like only me and Richie are here. But in reality, it's just me and the chaos that's left. | let out a 
choked sob as | run my hand through the tangled mass of chocolate brown hair. 


It's Richie, it's Richie, it's Richie. 


"Richie! Please wake up! Please don't leave me, | need yal Baby | love you, please wake up for me!" | cry out, 


tears streaming like a waterfall down my face. 


| don't care if the world sees how vulnerable | am, | don't care if the world sees me, Jon Bon Jovi, broken down 


and defeated. | don't care, | don't care, | don't care. Richie was the only one that mattered. 


| see the paramedics doing CPR, doing everything in their power to revive him, but deep down | know it's 


useless. | know Richie is gone, forever. 


| sit heavily down on the ground beside him and cry my eyes out. | cry for my loss, my sorrow, my pain. My 
heart hurts with every beat, every bone aches in my body. | feel like I'm dying and | wish | was. | loved Richie 
with every ounce of my heart and soul. He was the only one who truly cared for me as me, not the image of 
rockstar Bon Jovi. He saw right through me every minute of everyday and he understood my problems. He 
was always there when | needed him, he knew how to make me feel alive again. He told me repeatedly how 
much he loved me, that he'd do anything for me, even if it became costly for him. He always put me and my 
needs first, only thinking about himself afterwards. That's what | loved about him, he was always so caring and 


bed with our arms around each other after making sweet, gentle love. I'll never be able to hear his rich, deep 
velvet voice and I'll never see the bright twinkle in his dark brown eyes again. It hurts, more than anything 
else. It hurts to breath, it hurts to think Why'd it have to be Richie? Why did God have to take him away 


from me? 


A hand touches mine. | look up and there's Richie. Not the battered broken one on the ground, but the 
beautiful mesmerizing Richie that I've known for almost my entire life, who I've fell in love with from time to 
time again. The world freezes and it's just me and him. 

"Don't cry Jonny," | hear him say, a half smile placed on his lips but it doesn't reach his eyes. 


"Richie? Are you really here?!" | choke out, squeezing his hand tighter. 


‘Sadly no, this is my spirit form," he responds. | can tell it pains him to say those words out loud. It means 
reality is real. It means Richie's really dead. 


"No ya can't be gone! We had so much planned, so much life ahead of us! Ya can't leave mel" | sob, my body 


shaking with each broken gasp for air. 
"Jonny, look at me." 


| do and it takes every ounce of energy to not break down again. Instead, | imprint every feature on him, every 


memory we shared together. | don't want to forget a thing. 


‘lm alright Jon, you'll be alright too" He says, cupping my face with his free hand. 
"How Richie? How will | be alright without ya?" | ask weakly, silent tears still streaking down my face. 


‘Cause I'll be with ya everyday, just not visibly. Ill look out for ya, I'll do everything that | can in this form," he 
replies, one lonely tear runs down his face as he speaks. "Just know that you'll forever be apart of me. I'l 


always love ya." 


"l'Il always love ya too. | won't forget Richie, | promise." | whisper, locking my hand into his hair before crushing 
my lips To his. We kiss hard, full of emotion. This is the last time I'll experience this, the last time I'll feel his 
arms around me, the last time I'll feel his soft, warm inviting lips. The kiss leaves me breathless and as soon 


as | pull away for air, time starts again. I'm back into the chaos. 


l'm aware of voices calling my name again, but | don't move. | wanna stay by him for as long as | can. It's not 
long enough though, and soon multiple hands grab onto me, pulling me away from Richie, both spiritual and 
lifeless. | cry and scream but I'm being pulled farther and farther away. l'm placed into an ambulance and soon 


the sound of sirens fill my ears again as we leave the horrid scene. 


| don't know how I'll survive without him, but in my heart | know I'll have to. I'm Jon Bon Jovi, | have to stay 
strong. And with Richie looking down at me from Heaven, knowing that he'll always be my guardian angel, | know 


| can be. 


~ The End ~ 


